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Papa Origami
by Christina Kloess
Once upon an age, in ancient Japan,
there was a vilJage called Selkai no Dansho
or "Quotations of the Stars . ., The viHage was
between two mountains, where the gray
peaks just brushed the sky in the morning
when the sun came up, and was powdered
by stardust when night fell. Selkai no
Dansho was beside a flowing waterfall that
cascaded down the rocky mountainside
smooth as a blue snake flowing over grass.
But Selkai no Dansho was only an average
fishing village, nothing special. The

potential was there-but why bother? The
vilJagers were content.
No one to this day in the village of
Selkat no Dansho is sure where Papa
Origami came from-one day, the town
woke up, and Papa Origami was sitting in
the village square, plying his trade. Now,
you must recall that this is when the world
was still new, and nobody, even the Elder of
the village. had yet seen origami, the
beautiful art of paper folding.
And here was this old man, this elder.
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taking out beautifully colored sheets that
must have been several thousand fish-sales
expensive, and folding and creasing and
snipping; until he bad a delicate monkey, or
a smooth fish, or a perfect crane. These he
laid out on the fountain where he worked, to
bask in the buttery golden sunlight that
cascaded down from the heavens.
The people at first stared at him-who
was this stranger? But when he proved to be

no threat, they merely went about their
business. What was a folder of paper going
to do? How could he change their lives?
In fact, the only person in the entire
village of Selkai no Dansho who even
glanced at Papa Origami after that first
morning was a little girl named Sashi.
Sashi was a perfect child, of glowing
moon-white skin and silky, black tresses that
she wore in simple hairstyle piled on top of
her head. The whole village felt sorry for
her because her mother had died when Sashi
was young, and left the father, Takashi, to
care for the little girl and their baby Kenji.
Sashi was playing with her friends
when she spotted Papa Origami, folding his
papers. Curious, Sashi left the group and
made her way over to Papa Origami,
watching his withered old hands crease and
fold, crush and smooth again.
By and by, Sashi finally spoke up, in a
tiny voice like the brush of a kiss: "I like
your monkeys," she whispered, hooking her
thumb in her mouth, her huge dark eyes
watching Papa Origami.
Papa Origami smiled, but said not a
word, merely continued to fold and tuck at
the black origami he held.
Encouraged by his friendly smile, Sashi
continued, "I've never seen anyone fold
papers before. It's ... they're very
beautiful."
A nod, another smile-the shuffle of
paper being crinkled, and then flattening.

"I wish I could do that," Sashi said,
wiping her hand on her robe front. "Willwould you=-could you teach me
sometime?"
Nod, smile; crease, fold, snap, tuck.
"Thank you-what do you caJI it. Your
folding papers?"
Shrug; smile; tuck, snip, fold, crease.
"You don't know? Do you talk,
honored folder of papers?" Sashi asked,
bravely.
"Do you have a name?"
Shrug; tuck, crease, snip, fold.
"Dunno? Than-I will call you Papa.
Like a grandfather. And-your papers,"
Sashi said, feeling shy again "I have a
word for them. Would you like to hear it?"
Nod; smile; crease. fold, snip, tuck.
"My baby brother-his name is Kenjihe has a word for when he thinks something
is beautiful-it's origami. Such a word,
don't you think? Like an angel's kiss or a
moon's first light; or the breath of ghosts."
Sashi sighed, and then continued, "I will call
your paper-folding origami-andI will call
you Pap-Papa Origami. Is that all right?"
Nod; smile, fold, crease, tuck, snip.
Papa Origami gave one last definite crease
of the silky black paper and then held it out
to Sashi for her to take.
Sashi reached out and looked down at
the perfect little animal cupped in her hands.
She gave a small gasp of joy, like stars
breaking out of the clouds on a wind-blown
night.
"A panther! Oh, Papa Origami, how
lovely! I thank you!"
With a squeak of joy, Sashi stood on her
toes and kissed Papa Origami on one
wrinkled cheek, and then tucked the delicate
little panther into her sash, before dashing
off to her friends again, growling softly like
a big cat.
Papa Origami smiled again; his quiet,
The Mythic Circle #25, pg. 46

secret smile, and then picked up a second
sheet of paper and began to fold once more.
Two women washing their clothes in
the fountain overheard this exchange. One,
whose name was Satsuki, turned to her
friend. "What an odd old man, that one!
Imagine, Masami, giving such a sweet, shy,
gentle girl a black panther!"
"Perhaps this Papa Origami saw
something more in our little Sashi," her
friend, Masami, said thoughtfully.
"Panthers are graceful and strong. This is
how Shi imagines herself in her
daydreams-I bear her telling that to the
other village children when they play. And
some day, she'll make that grace and power
hers. In this world."

Satsuki frowned, but didn't reply.
When she and Masami left, however, a
chattering red parrot was tucked away into
the folds of her laundry; and an elegant
crane in the laundries ofMasami.
And Papa Origami smiled and took out
another paper.
As the weeks past, the villagers of
Selkai no Dansho grew to accept, and even
love, Papa Origami. He folded countless
origamis, leaving them all around the village
for the people to discover. Each one
described the recipients, whether they liked
it or not-monkeys for the playful
pranksters-birds for those gifted in
speech-fish for the sporting-lions for the
regal-each villager received one.
Sometimes Papa Origami made two
origamis--one of the person as he were, and
one as he wished to be. Of course, perhaps
this is not why he made them-the villagers
of Selkai no Dansho would never know,
because Papa Origami never spoke a word.
But watching the people's reactions was to
see that it was true. They recognized
themselves in the first ones, and seemed
encouraged by the second. it was as though

Papa Origami was seeing the future inside of
them.
Watching Papa Origami fold his papers
was like watching magic. He would first sift
through his rainbow of sheets, selecting just
the right color, weight, and texture=-and
then be would go to work. It was as though
at that moment, a sudden drive and urgency
filled his hands, and be moved like a
windstorm, hurrying through a series of
valley and mountain folds, creased,
unfolded, refolded. His eyes would grow far
away; as if his hands took over for his brain,
allowing them to create without hindrance.
And then the animal would begin to
form-the sweet face of a monkey-the
sharp bill of a bird-the beauty and grace of
a fish in motion-and the origami receiver's
face would light up as he saw himself, his
dreams, reflected in that little tiny paper
creature.
Jn fact, the entire village began to
change. Slowly but surely, the people of
Selkai no Dansho found new meaning, even
in chores-because working hard might
chance Papa Origami's orgami creature
from a lazy sloth to a busy bee, or perhaps
something better--a noble lion, king of the
beassts! The people were so focused on the
origami creatures that they didn't even begin
to notice when their village changed-it
became the most prosperous in all of Japan,
where it had once been only an average,
small village.
One day, the emperor of Japan came to
visit Selkai no Dansho. After admiring the
efficiency, the emperor questioned what had
brought such a change. Eager to please, the
magistrate went to fetch Papa Origami-but
he could not be found! They searched high
and low for him, but Papa Origami had just
disappeared, leaving a paper clam behind.
A clam, the most secret of all animals-but
with a pearl inside-a treasure.
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Praise to Papa Origami and his little
origami creatures, who changed village's
dreams forever. Thanks to them, the simple
little village of Selkai no Dansho became
prosperous and achieved more than the
townspeople thought that they could, by
wanting to impress Papa Origami-and,
secretly, by wanted to change the origami

animals of their future dreams. Taking
action and working hard let them change
their lives forever.
Papa Origami and Selkai no Dansho are
the reason why origamis are still made in
Japan, and all over, to this day, to honor
Papa Origami. Honor to origamis, and to
Papa Origami as well!
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